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chauffeur as well as my secretary, drove me to Arras. During the
preceding war I had known that beautiful Hispano-Flemish city. I
found it full of soldiers in khaki, and I seemed to be witnessing again
the scenes in Rouen twenty-five years before.

The Official Eye-Witness .. . Such was my tide. The duties
seemed ill-defined. Colonel Reynolds to whom the Embassy had
sent me was in charge of Public Relations and had his headquarters
at an hotel in Arras; his duties included the press, censorship, cinema
and radio. He was an agreeable but absent-minded Englishman,
who would listen politely to what you had to say, throw himself
back in his chair, roar with laughter and immediately forget all
about it. In his world I was a new and disturbing species ... The
Official Eye-Witness___

'Witness of what?' he asked me, laughing. 'Nothing ever
happens/

I paid a visit to General Gort who received me in the Chateau
d'Habarcq; he assigned me a car for transportation and an officer to
accompany me. It happened that this officer, Captain Grant, was
an old friend from peace time and had been the English publisher
of my little Voltaire. Grant was an old cavalry officer, but his regi-
ment had been motorized and he himself had been classified as:
'Non-motorizable cavalryman,' which made him very proud. He
did not know exactly what he could show me but he was an
agreeable companion and I liked him very much. We stayed
together from then on.

I needed lodgings. The Chateau xTHabarcq was full. The hotels
of Arras seemed noisy and mediocre. Giant and his friends did not
have a mess. Just as I was beginning to despair a miracle occurred.
I had gone to present myself, as was my duty, to the French general
commanding the Arras subdivision. Colonel Gillot, substituting
for him, received me with great courtesy. Commander Poumier,
of the Engineers, who was Chief of Staff, talked to me about my
books, about Mauriac and about Julien Green with obvious culture
and then invited me to lunch.
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